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lie Hand to day for thee and me and Troy, • 

Tto)l. Brotbci jyou haue a viceof mercy in you 
Which %ctter fits a L’.on then a man. ^ 

Hector, What vice is that ? good 'Vroylus chide mec 
for ic. 

Troyl. When many times the captiue Grecian falls, 

Euen in the fanne and :winde of your faire fword.. 

You bid them nfc and hue. 

Heci. O tis faire play, 

Iroyl. Fcoles play by heauen HefUor,. 
hlscl. How now ? how now ? 

Troyl. For tbloue of all the gods 
Lets Icaue the Hermit Piity with our Mother^ 

And when we haue our armors budded on, 

Thcvenoind vengeance ride vpon our fwords. 

Spur them to ruthfu!Lworke,raine them from ruth,. 
ii/ff?,Fiefauage,fie, ■ ^ ' 

Troy, HeUor then ’tis warres. 

Yle^.Trojlns I would not haue you fight to day, 

T^' 9 '/, Whoibould with-holdme? 
Notfatc,obcdichce,nor thehandofJ/<?rj-, . - 

Bcckningwith fieiie trunchion my retire. 

Not and Hfc»^40H knees. 

Their eyes ore-galled with recourfe of tearcs. 

Nor you my brother,with your true fwoid drawnfc,i 
Gppofd to Hinder me,fhould flop my way. 

Enter Priam and €aj[(!f}dra. ’ . 

C'aJf.Tiy hold vpon him , Priam hold him fail, 

He is thy crutch : now if thou loofethy ftay. 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee. 

Fall all tagrther. , 

. ^riam. Come He^for,come, go back*,. 

Thy, wife bath dreamt,tby rnothcr hath had vifionsj 
0i]fandM doth forcfee,and I my felfc. 

Am like a prophet fuddenly enrapt , 

To tell thee thaithis day is ominous - 1 

-■ ■■■■.. Tbtte^ 


Therefore comeback. 

tfec# t/Eneof is a field. 

And I -do lhnd,engagd to many Greekes, 

Euen in the faith of valour to appeare. 

This morning to them. 

^riam 1 but thou fhalt not goc. 

Hec. 1 mult not breake my faith, 

Y ou know me dutifull. therefore deete fir, 

Letraenot lliamerelpe6t,but giucmeieauc 

Totake that coiufc by vour confent and voice. 

Which you do be re forbid me royall Triam. 

(af O Priam yceld not to him. 

.(dW. Do not dee, c father. 

H^r, aydndromache I am offended with you, ^ 

Vpon ihc loue you bcarc me get you in. Exit 
Troy. Tiiis foo ifh dreaming fuperflitious girle. 

Makes all thefc bodements, 

Caf. O farewell deere Heefor. 

Lookehowthnud/eftjookehowthycycturnespale, 

Loi ke how thy wounds do bleed at many vents, 

Harkc how I'roy roares.how Heaa^a cries out. 

How poore jdndromache her dolours foortb. 

Behold, deftru6lioa,frcnzie,and,imazemtnt. 

Like wicleflc an-iques one another meete. 

And all crie Hector^Hectors dead,0 Hector. 

Troyl. A way, away. 

C«/. Farewell, yet foft .♦ Hector T take mv leauc, 

Thou do’ft thy felfe and all our Troy dccetue ? 

, iT<?f . You are amaz’d my lirge,at her exc aime, 

Goe in and eheere t le towne. 

Week forth and fight. 

Do deeds worth praifc.and tell you them atnight. 

Farewell, the gods with fafetie ftand aboutthec. 

(tydlarum. 

Troyl, They are at it harke, proud Dwwedbcleeuc, 

X come to loofc my arme,ot winne my fleeue. 

Enter Pandar, 
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